A more amomous ana critical pan 01 me journey was to follow, up the valley of the Rhone, and over the Furca to St. Gothard. Even Saussure had left the question open, whether or not they could cross the Furca so late in the year. But, undismayed, the Duke and his minister marched on up the long valley, accompanied only by a servant. Long before they reached the Furca they came to snow, and Goethe began to be tortured by evil forebodings. On the 12th of November, at nine in the morning, they arrived at Oberwald, the highest inhabited place in the valley, one hour from the Furca. With great excitement they here made their final inquiries. The Furca was no Brocken, the way lay for seven hours through uninhabited regions, and they dared not take too great a risk with a sovereign. It was a comfort for them to hear from the inhabitants that there were people in the village who often went over in the winter. The Duke and Goethe sent for two such men, who, when they had examined the travellers, signified their willingness to make the trip with them. Behind the village the broad masses of ice of the Rhone Glacier soon appeared and heightened the awe-inspiring character of the landscape. From the foot of the glacier the ascent began to be very steep. The snow grew deeper and the advance more tiresome. Light clouds passed over the pale sun and for a time sifted down large flakes of snow upon the immense monotonous mountain desert. The depths from which the wanderers had come lay grey and endless in the clouds behind them. Here even Goethe unmistakably experienced a slight tremor; to a certain extent he was the son of his time, when he said that if a man on this journey should allow his imagination to gain the mastery over him he would be sure to die of anxiety and fear, even if there were no danger apparent. After a strenuous walk of three and a half hours they reached the